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And it was okay 


Author's Notes: 

| cried while writing this. Haha, oops. I'm also kind of stoned, so this entire thing is messy. | miss these two 
very much, and | can only hope wherever they are, they're happy. This story is inspired by Riguel*2000's 
story There's No Door to Knock on in Heaven, Only 100 words, but still amazing. Feel free to view this as slash 


or gen. 


When Chris wakes up, the light around him he can only describe is neutral. 
Its not bright, but it's not dark. But it isn't grey. It's a color Chris can't describe except the word neutral 
There's the smell of cheap perfume settling in his lungs and lingers on his tongue. Whenever he tries to snuff 


it by pushing his nose into his sleeve, it only lingers. 


Chris feels null, and his fingertips would graze over solid material occasionally. But as soon as Chris turns to 


look at what he had touched, nothing had been there in the first place. 


His body felt so cold, but his insides were burning and writhing around. He was walking, but he couldn't feel 


himself walking as his footsteps would bounce off his ears. 
His throat feels tight as if he had caught a cold, and his throat was sore as his neck would sting whenever he 
moved his head too fast, and he hears his body make sickening cracks whenever he rolls his arms back. They 


felt loose, but Chris felt tight. 


He can hear a faint voice in his ears, and Chris movement slows as he stood in his place, carefully moving his 


neck to see if he can see where the voice is coming from. The smell of perfume gets stronger. 
"Like a crown of thorns, its all you know." 


Chris would tense slightly. Whenever he tries to move to the side or move back, his limbs feel like they're 


stuck in tar. He can't go back He can only move forward. 
So, forward he goes. 
"So don't burn your bridges, woman.. cause someday, yeah.” 


The smell of perfume only gets stronger the more he goes forward, it makes him sick. But for some reason, 


he can't wash it away. 
"This is my kind of love, its the kind that moves on." 


He can see an outline of a figure swaying slightly in the distance, and Chris’ lips curve into a confused grimace 


as he staggers forward. He stares forward, and for some reason, Chris feels tears prick at his eyes. 


A head of peroxide blonde hair and the smell of hairspray € perfume mix together and Chris stares in 
disbelief as their head would turn. 


Warm, welcoming eyes would stare back at him, as pink lips would curve into an upward smile, running a hand 
over slight scruff. He could have never grown a full on beard, but he could sport scruff perfectly. Wearing 
some jersey that had the bold letters of 32 written on them, and that stupid hat he always managed to pul 
off. 


Its the Andy he always knew. 
"Well!" 


A laugh would pass by him as Andy would saunter towards him, hands on his hips. Chris feels his chest 
tighten for a second as he takes a moment to look over his friend, a grin tugging onto Andy's cheeks. 


‘Ive never been into DILFs, but you know." Andy shrugs, a smirk on his face. "I can always manage." - and 


Chris feels a laugh pass through his lips. 


He can feel wetness trickling down his cheeks, as Andy steps forward, and his hand rests on his cheek as he 
wipes at his tears, and Chris surges forward to hug the smaller man tightly in his arms as his sobs were 


muffled into his shoulders as he felt arms wrap around him tightly. 
"C'mon, stop cryin’, huh? I'm here," 


He would coo, and Chris doesn't realize how much he missed Andy. Even after all this time, seeing someone you 


thought you would never see ever again just makes you feel something. "| missed you too." 

Chris would pull his face out of his shoulders to see Andy smiling at him through watery eyes, and he laughs 
when he wipes at his eyes. "God, you've changed so much. Your hair's cut, you got a fuckin’ beard" his fingers 
would comb against Chris' scruff, and Chris nods. "Yeah," he says weakly, voice hoarse. "A lot of shit has 
changed." 

Andy laughs, and Chris laughs with him before he grabs his hand and tugs on it. 


"Come with me, Cornell. | got some people who wanna see you. God, everyone's gonna be so excited to see youl" 


And Chris lets him chatter away excitedly, Andy bouncing along the way as he drags him into the bright light 
ahead. 


